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The Bird of Paradise 

When I am Old 

' ^ ■> 

W HEN I am old, and it is spring, 

And joy leaps dancing, wild and free, 
Clear out of every living thing, 

Whife I command no ecstasy ; 

And ' to translate the songs of birds 
Will be beyond my power in words : 

When Time serves notice on my Muse 
To leave at last her lyric home, 

With no extension of her leasc|— 

• Then to the blackest pits I cOme, • 

To see by day the staiV cold light. 

And in itiy coffin skep at night! 



When I am Old 

For when these little songs shall fail, 
These happy notes that to the world 
Are puny mole-hills, nothing more, 
That unto me are Alps of gold — 
That toad’s dark life must be my own, 
Buried alive inside a stone. 



Two Spring Songs 
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Two Spring Songs 

From France 

W HAT little bird is this that sings P 

I wonder if he comes from France : 
l*ord, how he sings, and makes our leaves 
In*happ^ England cfance ! 

What’s in his song j is it sweet laughter, 

Or anger that he crossed the water ? 

« 

A song of roses, apples^ corn, 

Sean here in England — not his home ; 

Or lilies, olives, and the grapes 
In France, across the foam ? 

No matter, little friend from France — 

Sing till our leaves in England dance. 

• • . Starers 

i"he small birds peck a*t apples ripe. 

And twice as big as them in ‘size ; 



1 6 Two Spring Songs 

The wind doth make the hedge’s leaves 
Shiver with joy, until it dies. 

Young Gossamer is in the field ; 

He holds the flowers with silver line — 
They nod their heads as horses should. 

And there are forty dappled kine 
As fat as snails in deep, dark wells, 

And just as shiny too — as they 
Lie in a green field, motionless, 

And every one now stares my way. 

I must become a starer too : 

I stare at them as urchins can 
When seamen talk, or any child 

That sees by chance its first black man. 

I stare at drops of rain that shine 

Like glow-worms, when the time is nooi 
I stare at little stars in Heaven, 

That try to stare like the big Moon. 



The Best Friend 


The Best Friend 

N 'OW shall I walk. 

Or shall I ride ? 
Ritli?,” Pleasure said ; 
‘‘Walk,’’ Joy replied. 


Now what shall I — 

Stay home or roam ? 

“ Roam,” Pleasure said ; 
And Joy — “ Stay home.” 


Now shall I dance, 

. Or sit for dreams ? 

“ Sit,” answers Joy ; 

“ Dance,” Pleasure screams. 



The Bast Friend 


Which of ye two 
W^ill kindest be ? 
Pleasure laughed sweet. 
But Joy kissed me. 



Heav»en 
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Heaven 

F i ^^IA"P paradivse the Arab dreams, 

JL Is far less sand and more fresh streams. 
The only heaven an Indian knows, 

Ij^ hunting deer and bi\/Ialoes. 

The Yaifkee heaven — to bring Fame forth 
By some freak show of what he’s worth. 

Th» heaven Ihat fills gn English heart, 

Is Union Jacks in evejy part. 

The Irish heaven is heaven of old. 

When Satan cracked skulls manifold. 

The Scotsman has his heaven to come — 

To argue his Creator dumb. 

The Welshman’s heaven is singing stirs — 

No matter who feels sick and swears. 
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Sweet Night 


Sweet Night 

S WEET Night, that like an angel*cgmes 
To take this bright and happy Day, 

A lover gives his^ grateful h^rt, 

For starlight on his way. 

Lord, how niy heart goes forth in joy. 

How my brave spirits soar aYid rise ! % 

To think how Love’s^ advancing lips 
Will shut Love’s joyful eyes,’ 

< 

What loving looks of serious care, 

What tender sweetness she will give ! 
Such love a mother gives that child 
< She fears she will outlive. 



Early Spring 
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Early Spring 

H OW sweet this morning air in spring, 
When tender is flie grass, and wet ! 
I see some little leaves have not 

Outgrown their curly childhood yet ; 

And cows no longer hurry home, 

However sweet a voice cries Come.” 


Here, with green Nature all around, 

While that fine bird the skylark sings ; 
Who now in such a passion is, 

He ffies-by it, and not his wings; ‘ 

And m^nj a blackbird, thrush and sparrow 
Sing sweeter songs than* I may borrow. 



22 Early Spring 

These watery swamps and thickets wild — 
Called Nature^s slums — to me are more 
Than any courts where fountains play, 
And men-at-arms guard every door^*, 

For I could sit down here alone, 

And count the oak trees one by one. 



The Mind»s Liberty 
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The Mind’s Liberty 

T he mind, with its own eyes and ears, 
May tor these others have no care ; 
Nci matter where this body is, 

Th(? mind* is free to go elsewhere. 

My mind can be a sailor, when 
This body’s still confined to land ; 

And turn these mortals into trees. 

That, walk in Fldet Street or the Strand. 

» 

So, when I’m passing Charing Cross, 

Where porters work both night and day, 
I ofttimes hear sweet Malpas Brook, 

That flows thrice fifty miles away. 

And when I’m passing near St. Paul’s, 

I secjj, beyond the dome and crc?wd, ^ 
Twrn Barium, that green pap in Gwent, 
With its dark nipple in r ".i6u3. 
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The Two Spirits 


The Two Spirits. 

M y friend, mad drunk, struck at his foe. 
When 1 received the cruel blow ^ . 
No sooner saw my broken tooth’. 

He wept, and wiped my bloody mouth. 


Then came a message from his wife — 
‘‘ Come now, and see hisdast of life.” 
'But when I reached his room and bed, 
The man was lying cold and dead. 


Now when I stood beside his bier, 

I felt two spirits standing near ; 

The one said — “ Look : his knuckles show 
The toothmark ^^Jiere he struck a blow.” 



25 


The Two Spirits 

“ Think not of that,” the other said — 

Have pity on him cold and dead.” 

You took no vengeance for that blow,” 
Tl^e fir§t one said — “ it’s too late now ! ” 

Shame on my soul^for vengeance nursed, 
•That, laughing in my heart, I cursed 

The fiand, now dead, that broke my tooth — 

% • 

Although it wiped my bloody mouth. 



26 When on a Summer’s Morn 


When on a Summer’s Morn 

W HEN on a summer’s morn I wake, 
And open my two eyes, 

Out to the clear, borfi-singing rifls 
My bird-like spirit flies. 

To hear the Blackbird, Cuckoo, Thrush, 
Or any bird in aong ; 

And common leaves that hum all day, 

Without a throat or tongue. 

• 

And when Time strikes the hour for sleep, 

» 

Back in my room alone, 

My heart hJs many a sweet bird’s song — 
And one that’s all^my own. 



Ag^in I Sing 
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Again I Sing 

A gain I sing of thee, sweet youth : 

lb Thy houjs arc minutes, they can hear 
No challenge from stern sentinels, 

To wake their fear ; 

You r5ve the flqwers, but feel no grief 
Because their prytty lives are brief. 


Nature sets no conspirators 

Of withered things to lie in wait 
And show thee with their faded charms 

T.hy coming state ; 

• # 

N^o dread example she sets thee 
In dead things falKng off a tree. 
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Again I Sing 

Thou seest no bones inside the earth. 

Thy sweat comes not of toil, but play ; 
On thy red blossom no pale worm 
Can work decay ; 

No toad can muddy thy clear spring — 
Time is thy subject, thou his king ! 



The Dumb World 
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The Dumb World 

S HATX I collect for this world’s eyes 
My sins in birds or butterflies ; 

Shall I keep useless things around, 

« I • 

For ornament, ^ijnd sell my hound ? 

When I give poor dumb things my cares, 
Let all men know I’ve said my prayers. 
That man who sells for gain his hound 
May he be robbed and beaten ‘found ; 

Ma’y men that shoot sweet singing«birc|s 
Be robbed of power to utter words ; 

May men that torture things alive 
Live for a hundred years, and have 
Their wretched bodies stabbed with pains, 
* Until their toe-nails pierce their brains. 

^y love for dumb things is intense ; 

I cannot walk beside a fence 



The Dumb .World 


And see the horses in a row. 

Staring, but I must say Hallo ! 

And when I see two horses lean 
Across a gate that stands between 
Them as they kiss each other there — 
For no man’s company I care. 

I hate to leave the calf when he. 
Licking his tongue, still follows me. 
To lick again at my old clothes. 

A lamb that lets* me stroke his nose 
Can make me feel a battle won 
That had ten soldiers to my one. 

I’d rather see the sheep and kine 
Than any troops that march in line. 
With all their colours in the light, 
Helmets and scabbards shining bright. 
When I give robins cheerful words, 
I’m pleased^to see those grateful birds 
Try on their little fe^t to dance, 



The Dumb World 


Had I at home a talking bird 
That would repeat a wicked word, 

I would not care a fig or apple 
For my own hymns in thurch or chapel. 
Had I a monkey that would drink 
My ale and, when I sit to think. 

Would mock me with his scornful cries — 

I, thinkiifg less, would grow more wise ; 

* ‘ 

With him I’d sit and drink and play. 

And save the world this worthless lay. 
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The Weeping Child 


The Weeping Child 

W HAT makes thee weep so, little child. 

What cause hast thou for all this grief 
When thou art old much cause may be, 

And tears will bring thee no relief. 

Thou dost not know thy mother yet, 

Thou’dst sleep on any bosom near ; 

Thou dost not see a daughter dying, 

No son is coughing in thy ear. 


Thy father is a bearded man, 

Yet any bearded man could take 
Thee in his arms, and thou not know 

Which man^ould die for thy sweet sake^ 



The Weeping Child 

What makes thee weep then, little child, 
What cause hast thou for all this bother 
Whose father could be any man, 

And any woman be thy mot’her ? 



34 


The^Den 


The Den 

T hey sleep together in one den, 

Ten in a row — ten beds, ten men *5 
Three dying men are in that room, 
Whose coughs at night will soon become 
Death’s rattle : drunkards in bed 
Sound as they worried things hab' dead. 

I 

Jim Lasker dreamt,* when in that ‘den, 
He^saw ten beds that had ten men ; 

One sleeper in a sack was sewn, 

With nothing of his features shown : 

Jim felt that face he could not see — 
‘‘This' /ace is mine. I’m dead,” said he.’ 



The* Den 


35 


“ James Lasker, you’re the last to rise ; 
Wake up, wake up ! ” the master cries. 

You’ve not paid me for daylight’s sleep — 
Suppose you had some kids to keep ? 

A«h, now I see : this man of mine 
Came here to die, not sleep — the swine ! ” 
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This World 


This World 

W HO dreams a sweeter life than this, 

To stand and stare, when at this fence, 
Back into those dumb creatures’ eyes, 

And think we have tneir innocexiCe — 

^ur looks as open as the skies. 

Lambs with their legs and noses black, 

Whose woolly necks, so boft and white, 

Can take away the children's breath ; ^ , 

\V'ho’d strangle them in their delight — 

And calVes they’d worry half to death. 

This world’s too full of those dull men 
Who ne’er advance from that first state 
Which opehs mouth before the eye ; 

Who, when they think of dumb things, rate 
Them by the body’s gluttony. 



A Fleeting Passion 
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A Fleeting Passion- 

T yOU shalt not laugh, thou shalt not romp, 
Let’s grimly kiss with bated breath ; 

As quietly and solemnly 

As Life when ‘it is kissmg Death. 

• • 

Now in the silence of the grave, 

My hand is squeezing that soft breast ; 

While thou jdost in such passion lie, 

It mocks- me with its look of rest. 

' ^ . • 

But when the morning comes at last, 

And we must part, our passions cold, 

'You’ll think of some new feather, scarf 
To buy with my small piece of gold ; 

And I’ll be dreaming of green lanes,* 

^ * 

Where little things with beating hearts 
Hold shiping eyes between the leaves. 

Till men with horses pass, and carts. 
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Plants and Men 


Plants and Men 

Y OU berries once. 

In ekrly hours, v 
AVere pretty btids. 

And then fair flowers. 

'Drop, drop at once, 

c 

Your life is done ; 

You cannot feel 
The dew or sun. 

AY'e are the same. 

First buds, then flowers 
Hard berries then, 

In our last hours. 



Plants and Men 


Sweet buds, fair flowers 
Hard berries then — 
Such is the life 

Of plants and men. 



40 A Midsummer'Night’s Storm 


A Midsummer Night’s Storm^ 

N ight, Lightning, Thunder, Rain*. ’ 
I see black Night 
Open her lips ; 

Her teeth gleaip bright, 

A moment seen ; 

^ f 

Theft comes rich laughter ; 

, And happy tears, 

That follow after, 

e 

Fall on the bosoms 
Of birds and blossoms. 



The Dre&ming Boy 
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The E)reaming Boy 


^|*WEET are thy dreams^ thou happy, careless boy; 

Thou know’st the^taste of immortality ; 

No weary limbs can rest upon thy heart ; 

Sleep has no care to ease thee of at night ; 

Th(j same fnove shuts:,*together eye and mind, 

And in the morning oi^e move opens both. 

Life lies before thee, hardly stepped on yet. 

Like a green prairie, fresh, and full of flo^wers. 

Life lies before thee for experiment, 

Until old age comes, whose sad eyes can trace 
A better path he missed, with fairer flowers. 

Which other men have walked in misVry. 

■ * 

Thou h^ast no knowledge of a life of toil. 

How hard Necessity desrtroys our dreams, 
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The Drearfiing Boy 

And castles-in-the-air must pay him tithes 
So heavy that no tenants keep them long. 

To thee the world is still unknown and strange ; 
Still full of wild romance, as in those days 
Ere England launched her forests on the sca.« 
Thou wilt discover in far mountains caves 
Deserted, lamps left burning for thy feet, 

• ^ 9 

Aij^d comfort in them more ^an kings are worth. 
Aye, many a gate will open at thy call, , 

And wise men will come forth to welcome thee. 
And bells will ring for pleasu^-e in thy ear. 

Great monsters in dark woods, with mighty mouths 
Tha^ swallow their own faces when they yawn. 
And mounjtain bears that carry on their backs 
Rough, shaggy coats whose price compares with 
silk — 

Will fall by thy. strong, right, all-conquering arm. 
And who cart %top thee ; who can turn thee thek ? 
Not giants, though they stand full twenty feet, 
And ^t too tall for common men to stand. 
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The Dre&ming Boy 

Oh, that sweet magic in thee, happy boy ! 

It makes a golden world for all things young. 
Thou with an iron ring, a piece of bone, 

A rust^y blade, or half a yard of rope. 

Art rither than a m^n with mines and ships. 

The child’s fresh mind makes honey out of soot. 

Sweeter than age can make on banks of flowers ; 

* . 

ye needs but cross a bridge, that happy boy, 

And he can breathe the air of a new world. 

Sweet children, with your trust in this hard life — 
Lik/} little ’birds that ype their mouths for food 
From*hands that come to cage them till they die. 
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The Hawk 


The Hawk 

T hou dost not fly, thou art not perched, 
The air is all around : 

What is it that can keep thee set, 

From falling to the 'ground? 

^The concentration of thy mind 
Supports thee in the air ; 

As thou dost watch the sn^all young birds, 

f 

With such a deadly care. 

9 

My mind has such a hawk as thou. 

It is evil mood j 

It comes when there’s no cause for grief. 

And on my joys doth brood. 

Then do I seo my life in parts ; 

The eartl? receives my bones. 

The common air absorbs my mind — 
h knows not flowers from stones. 



The Signs 
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The Si^ns 

T^^^LOWERS white and red my garden has ; 
JL So, when I miss her from my place, 

\ i^ee a colour through the leaves. 

And think it is her ffock or face. 

Here* while I sit and read old tales. 

She comes to knit with needles bright ; 

• ^ 

She shows, by ho\^ she stabs with them, 

^ow she would punish a false knight. 

And though she speaks not any word^ 

I see, by how she smooths the cloth — 
That’s stretched across from knee to knee — 
She binds his wounds who breeds for truth. 
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The Loifg Sleep 


The Long Sleep 

T hey press the pillow on their mother’j hcc 
and head ; 

They take her by the arm to pull her out of 
bed — 

And still that mother sleeps ^nd will not. wake and 
play. 


They laugh and pull, and still their mother will 
not heed ; 

The pillow pressed, and yet no breath she seems to 
need — •*' 

*• , 

For still their mother sleeps and will not wake and 
play. 



The Long Sleep 47 

In pity for those babes a neighbour’s head is bowed *, 
In pity for her grief those children sob aloud — 
And more than ever wish their mother’d wake and 
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The Moon 


. "The Moon 

T hy beauty haunts me heart and sou^ 

Oh thou fair Moon, so close and bright 
Thy beauty makes me like the child, 

That cries aloud to o\v;n thy light : 

The little child that lifts each arm. 

To press thee to her bosom warm. 

Though there are birds that sing this nigh*: 

•With thy white beanis across their throats, 
Let my, deep silence speak for me 

More than for them their sweetest notes : 
Who worships thee till music fails, 

Is greater than thy nightingales. 



A Great'Time 
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A Great Time 

S WEET Chance, that led my steps abroad, 

Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow- 
^ rainbow and a cuckoo. Lord, 

m 

How rich and great the^times are now ! 

Knc**^, all ye sheep 
And cows, that keep 
On staring that I stand sc long 

In gratis that’s wet froip heavy rain — 

A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song 
May never cgme together again ; 

May never come 
This side the tomb. 
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Her 'Absence 


H‘er Absence 

H OW rich hath Time become through her, 
His sands are turned to purest gold ! 
And yet it grieves ,my heart full sore 
To see them slippiL>g from my hold. 

How precious now each moment is, ' 

Which I must cast like dirt away ! 

My only hope atid comfort this — 

Each moment will return that day, 

On that sweet day, that joyful hour 
When she lies willing in my power. 


Nay, these rich moments are not lost. 

But, 'Tike the morning’s dewdrops, which 
Into the sun their sweet lives cast. 

To make his body far more rich- 



Her ABsence 
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So do these precious moments glide 
Into her being, where they store 
Until I clasp her as my bride, 

And^ get -them back with thousands more-, 
Whert* they have banked in her sweet breast. 
And saved themselves with interest. 



The Wanderer 


The Wanderer 

N O morning breaks but he would pack, 
With knapsack flung across his back, 
And farther than the cuckoo roam, 

Who makes no nest, and he'^ no home. 

And who he is, or where shall go,^ 

No woman and no man shall know ; 

And where hts sleep.|^a secret is. 

Only the harvest moon’s and his. ■ 

And long before his meal is done, 

A wandering dog shall have his bone ; 
Beneath the trees, what birds are there 
Shall have without a song their share. 

And those that ride in coach or car, 

Whilb he’s afoot, where towns are far; 

Will point and say — ‘‘ A beggar, he !' ’ 
hp shows his money free, 



The Wanderer 
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For ale the best — not begs for water — 
He’ll hear the landlord’s smiling daughter 
Go whispering to her room, surprised — 
H^^’s some big man come here disguised ! ” 
And everywhere he goes he’ll be. 

To young and Q.ld, a mystery ; 

An*d laughing in his heart, will sow 
His wonder-seeds where he shall go. 

For, fr^e, he lives his simple life, 

And has not risked it with a wife. 

Prefers fobacco’s q^4et blisses 

To, Love’s breath-mature scaled by kisses. 

Can drink his ale, for days and days, 

With no one to upbraid his ways. 

Has studied his own seif, to find 
His best friends fancies of the mind ; 

More faithful friends by far than the 
Shall find in human company. 

Has forced his presence in no place. 

To meet at last declining grace ; 
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The Wanderer 


Has always waited others’ greeting. 
Before he ventured on their meeting. 
Since all his life has been like this. 
Retiring into dreams of bliss, 

Write these true words above his dust : 

“ He died because Age said he must ; 

He gave no man or woman power 
To change him froxn sweet looks to sour; 
Society never gave him pain. 

No woman broke his heart in twain ; 

His body perished when his heart 
Had*no foul blight in any part ; • 

From day to day, -from birth to death. 

He took in joy at every breath.” 



The Child arid the Man 
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TJie .Child and the Man 

D reaming i was a child, 

And met a man, 

My fear* of him w5re wild — 
Away I ran. 


The man ran cffter me; 

Why run away, 

My little boy,” vsaid he — 
‘‘ From me this day ? ” 


I looked with my eyes sad, , 
When I was caught; 
l5is face seemed not so bad 
As I first thought. 



The Child'ahd the Man 


I am yourself,” said he : 

It gives me pain 
To see you run from me — 
Don’t run again.” 

Poor man,” said I, “ what made 
You lookyso strange? 

No wonder I’m» afraid. 

At such a change.” 

He sobbed too nitich to speak. 
He could not fell ; 

And then my heart did break 
"With sobs as well. 



The B*iack Cloud 


The Black Cloud 

L ittle flocks of peaceful clouds, 
LyJug ill your fields so blue, 
While my eyes look up they see 
A black Ranvcoming close to you. 

He will scatter you poor flocks, 
he will tear* up nonth and south ; 
Lightning willtcome from his eye. 
And fierce thunder from his mouth. 

Little flocks of peaceful clouds, 

Soon there’ll be a dreadful rout ; 

0 

That Ram’s horns can toss big ships. 
Tear an oak tree’s bowels out. 
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When I in* Praise 


When I in Praise 

W HEN I in praise of babies speak, 

She coldly smiles like winter’s snow 
And looks on me with no soft eye ; 

Yet I have seen her hSss them so? 

Her wealth of rapture made them cry. 

Sometimes it seems her blood’s too cold 
For Love to even y/ct his'loes, 

Much less to paddle all about ; 

I?ut when she’s kissed till her eyes close, 
That god* is warmer in than out. 

I laugh, when she for other men 
Confesses loye ; but when she says 
She hated one man she could kill. 

My heart is all one jealous blaze. 

For, pity me, she hates him still ! 



Sweet Child 


59 


Sweet Child 

S WEET child, that wast my bird by day, 
My bird that never failed in song ; 
That on my bosom wast a bee, 

And la^st there ,all night long : 

No more I’ll hear thy voice at noon, 

For Death has pierced thee with a thorn ; 
No more thou’lt*sleep upon my breast, 

•A*rui trample if at. morn. 

_ hen break, oh break, poor empty Cage, 

The bird is dead, thy use is done ; 

And die, poor plant, for your sweet bee 
Is gone, forever gone. 
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In a Garden 


In a Garden 

F ar from the sound of commerce, where the 
bees 

Make hollow hum that bearsyt half in mind, 

I Mve ; and when those flowers of early sprhig — 
The Daffodils of March, that own unshared 
All Nature’s world, nor live to»,.see their p6ers, 
Primroses, Violets, and Anemc^es — 

Are overwhelmed in June’s green riot, I 
Sit more in my small garden, where the flowers 
Are large and strong. Blue Irises are there. 
Dahlias, and heavy lidded Tulips, too \ 
Snapdragons, Roses, Stocks, and Marigolds, 
Solomon’s Seals and Canterbury Bells ; 

Tall Columbines that never raise their heads, 
Swcet^'Peas and Asters, Mignonette and Pinks, 



In a Garden 
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And cat-eyed Pansies with their velvet skin ; 

And Poppies, too, that with their richer hues 
Make butterflies take wing or lie unseen ; 

Liliej so .fair they challenge all the world, 

^nc^ hold in silver tumblers their gold dice. 

Ready to throT/ and win ; and many a flower 
fliere whose large, soft breast is strong enough 
To suckle thfee or four bees at one time. 
Those^flowers I love, and take more pride in them 
Than sailors take in wearing scarves of silk. 

I watch -with joy th^ little new-born buds. 

How they just peep from half-closed eyes at morn, 
And wake to find their dreams of dewdrops«true. 
There do I sit all through a summer’s day — 

Days turn without my knowledge into nights. 

I sit so motionless at times that birds 

Perch on the boughs that almost jtouch my head, 

Before they see I am a thing of flesh. 

So,* with the poet’s double sight and hearing, 

I see another face behind the flower’s, 
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In a Garden 


I hear another voice inside the wind’s — 

A face and voice much sweeter than their own. 
Helped by Thought’s quiet midwife Solitude, 
My mind brings forth a family of young dreams. 



The Eife Divine 


63 


The Life .Divine 

G ive me the poet’s life divine, 
Eorever fresh and young ; 

The only hours that vex his soul 
Are flours that give no song ; 

If he but can, 

A homeless man. 

Turn suffering into songs divine — 

■ That poet’s life is still divine. 

His life is still divine. 

If but the Muse will help his soul 
To sing a grief that’s wild, 

No faithless spouse can pull him down. 
Nor disobedient child ; 

Let her but prove 
His faithful* love. 



The Life Divine 


sing his cares in songs divine — 
Xhat poet’s life is still divine. 
His life is still divine. 
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Love’s Youth 

N ot only is my love a flower 

That blooms in broad daylight, 

Bdtj* like the Evening Primrose, it 
Can bloom again at j^ight. 

My heart, though I have reached my prime, 
It still .beats fresh jnd young ; 

t • 

I tremble at sweet Beauty’s glance, 

And Love is still my -song. 

At thy bright smile I burn and shake, 
Though treated as thy brother : 

Canst thou not see my eyes have twins 
That laugh and call thee mother? . 
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Rich Days 

W ELCOME to you rich Autumn da;^s, 

Ere comes the cold, leaf-picking wind 
When golden stooks ^re seen in fields, 

All standing arm-in-asm entwined ; 

And gallons of sweet cider seen 
On trees in apples red and green. 

With mellow pears that cheat our teeth, 

•Which melt that tongues may suck'them in ; 
With cherries red, and blue-black plums. 

Now sweet and soft from stone to skin; 

And woodnuts rich, to make us go 
Into the loveliest lanes we know. 
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Near a Quiet Stream 

W HEN musing near a quiet stream, 

Of hor/ true, happy minds are rare ; 
Ho^v some men mourn their fleeting days, 
And still utihappy thoughts they bear ; 
How others fear the loss of wealth, 

Though much they have above their share ; 
While some men stri^ve in vain for fame, 

I • 

Till pale and lean, and white their'hair : 
‘‘Poor fools,” thought I, amazed at this — 

“ Why should true happy minds be rare ? 
If on these things we set no price. 

Where is their power to make us care ? 
Such cares, invented by ourselves^ 

H^ve no wise substance anywhere/” 
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The Child Chatters 

G ood morning to my dolly first, 

Good morning to my cherry t^e^ 
Good morning to* my little chicks, 

For them I love to see. 


Good morning to my 'bow-wow-wow ; 

Good morning to niy bonnet new, 
Good morning to my little self, 

To Dad and Mammie too. 


Good mgrning, God which art in Heaven, 
I hope you slept last night quite well ; 
And please don’t vex your head so mjich 
About the devil in hell. 
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And if he bothers you too much. 

And you’re afraid, and you sleep bad, 
Then, God which art in Heaven, you must 
tfave whisky, like my Dad. 
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The Hermit 

W HAT moves that lonely man is not the boom 
Of waves that break against the cKfF so 
strong ; 

Nor roar of thunder, when that travelling voice 
Is caught by rocks\that carry far along. 

’Tis not the groan of oak tree in its prime, 

When lightning strikes its solid heart to dust ; 
Nor frozen pond when, melted by the sun. 

It suddenly doth break its sparkling crust. 

What moves t'hat man is when the blind bat taps 
His window when he sits alone at night *, 

Or when the small bird sounds like some great beast 
Among. the dead, dry leaves so frail and light; 
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Sr when the moths on his night-pillow beat 
Such heavy blows he fears they’ll break his bones; 
Dr when a mouse inside the papered walls, 
Comes^like a tiger crunching through the stones 
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In the End 

W ITH all thy gold, thou canst not m?!;e 
Time sell his sand ; 

With all thy cloth, a thin white shroud 
Is Death’s command ; 

Death gives thee but a poor man’s space, 

With all thy land. 

V 

The beggar in his grave and thou 
^ Must be the same ; 

For neither thou nor he shall hear 
Men’s praise or blame ; 

Though thunder and a thousand rocks 
Should call thy name. 
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The Emigrant 

Y outh has no ties. 
So let him roam ; 
Where’er he* goes. 

Young blood’s at home. 


But you* with yv^ife 
And children three. 
Must leave England, 
And cross the sea. 


Leave her to men 

That love her less ; 
Thy love too great 
For bitterness. 



The Emigrant 

When such fine souls 
I see depart, 

A patriot’s love 

Must leave my heart. 
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The Collierts Wife 

T he collier’s wife had four tall sons 

Brought from the pit’s mouth dead, 
* And crushed from foot to head ; 

When others brought her husband home. 
Had five dead bodies in her room. 

Had five dead bodies in her house — 

All in a row they lay — • 

To .bury in one^day : 

Such sorrow in the valley has 
Made kindness grow like grass. 

Oh, collier, collier, underground. 

In fear of fire and gas, 

Wjiat life more danger has ? 

Vho fears more danger in this life ? 

There is but one — thy wife ! 
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Stars 

O NE night I saw ten stars take wing — 
Like flowers to butterflies — and fly j ’ 
Then I lay down to slee.p, a child, 

Though when I woke a man was 1. 

But when I saw the stars '^gain, 

So steadfast in their heavenly home;**, * 
The same ten thousand years ago, 

The .same ten thousand years to come — 

Methought, what are they laughing at — 
How close our cradles are to graves ? 

Do they, in their eternal pride. 
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And sure, the Moon was laughing too ; 

The great, white Moon, that I could see 
Shaking her sides, low in the west, 

Ljke.a big rattle in a tree. 
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Infancy 


B orn to the world with my hands clenched, 
I wept and shut my eyes ; 

Into my mouth a breast was forced, 

^To stop my bitter cpes. 

I did not know — nor cared to know — 

A woman from a n^an ; 

Until I saw a sudden light. 

And all my joys began. 


Frpm that great hour my hands went forth, 
And I began to prove 
That many a thing my two eyes saw 
My hands had power to move : 

My fingers now began to work, 

And all my toes likewise ; 

And reaching out with fingers stretched, 

I laughed, with open eyes. 
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In Silent Groves 

M y walk is now in silent groves, 

With gras? and moss beneath my feet 
Which no true poet minds can leave 
Ufttil inspired with fancies sweet. 

So quiet there ^hat you. can hear 

Grasshoppers in the grass so green ; 

The insect-cuckoos .that will call, 

And stUl remain unseen. 

In silenft* groves, whef^ lovers go 

To tell those dreams when they confess 
That love that’s jealous of the air, 

And whispers in a wilderness. 

There’s no black scandal in these groves — 

The foul disease that still breaks forth 
In ot^er Tarts, as fast as one 
Weak part is healed by Truth. 
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The Rev. Ebenezer Paul 

H e begs from rich men for the poor, , 

And robs the poor of Christmas dinners. 
Ah, cruel Time, to keep alive 

For all these years such hoary sinners ! 

This hard, old man with silvery locks, 

With false, white teeth — see how he fawns ! 
Feel in that hair, aftd I’ll be damned 
If thou’lt not find the Devil’s horns ! 

This stack of infamy, that keeps 

Dark, greedy thoughts like rats within ; 

This stack that harbours gentle looks, 

Like snakes with their cold, smiling skin ; 

This gospel-monger, old and bland, 

Who prays aloud for other sinners — 

He begs from rich men for the poor. 

And robs the poor of Christmas dinners. 
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Nell Barnes 

f I "AHEY lived apart forjthree long years, 
Jb Bill Barnes and Nell his wife ; 

He took his jt)y from .other girls. 

She led a wicked life. 


Ytt ofttimes she wcfTild pass his shop, 
Wkh some strange man awhile ; 

And, looking, meet her husband’s frown 
With her malicious smile. 


Until one day, when passing theue, 

‘ She saw her man had gone ; 

AnS when she saw the empty shop, 
She fell down with a moan. 
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And when she heard that he had gone 
Five thousand miles away ; 

And that she’d see his face no more, 
She sickened from that day. 

To see his face was health and life, 

And when it w^s denied. 

She could not eat, arid broke her heart- 
It was for love she died. 
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•The Bird of Paradise 

H ere comes Kate Summers who, for gold, 
Takes any man to bed : 

“ You knevf my fiien^, Nell Barnes,” said she ; 
“You knew Nell Barnes — she’s dead. 


Nell Barnes was *E)ad on all you men, 
• Unclean, a thief ts.well ; 

Yet all my life I have not found 
A better friend than Nell. 


“ So I sat at her side at last, 

Bar hours, till she was dead^ 
And yet she had no sense at all 
Of any word I saief. 
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“ For all her cry but came to this — 

‘ Not for the world ! Take care : 

Don’t touch that bird of paradise, 

Perched on the bed-post there ! ’ • 

“ I asked her would she like some grapes. 
Some damsons ripe and sweet ; 

f 

A custard made with i^ew-laid eggs, 

Or tender fowl to eat. 

‘‘ I promised I would foRow her, 

To see her in her grave; 

And buy a wreath with borrowed pence, 
If i^iothing I could save. 

“ Yet still her cry but came to this — 

‘ Not for the world ! Take care : 

Don’t touch that bird of paradise, 

Perched on the bedpost there ! ’ ” 
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Costume, from Prehistoric Times to the EnAof the Eighteenth Cen* 
tvy; Enclism Monastic Life: Engli^^^I^bals ; Folk.Lorb as 
AN jw sdiPDRiCAL Scibnce; The Oil6s an ip, Companies of London; 
‘Iffltr Manor and Manorial Records ; The Medusval Hos* 
irrALS^OF England; Old English Libearies; Old Service 
B ooicas <u» THE English Church; Par»v Lifd in^Mboiaval 
EnOlahd^ The Parish Rbcistsrs qF Engi^ANP; Remains of 
THE Frekistgric Age IN Englalnd ; The Roman Era in 
BRITA ny ROMANCr'BlUTXSK BviLDINQt AND EARTHWORKS; " 

Royal Fcabste oi^mcland : Shrines c» British Saoits. 

T& ILrdeiL 

• Demy Sto, as. net * 

An m Playa. fidlt^ wittfm. 

lEtMuctihnw Notes, a ^nit^kOntary the toot 

<rf 

TWh^*thru P'olumei rectify* n 
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MESSRS. METHUEN’S PUBLICATIONS 

Claulea of Apt 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. Laxno 
I llustrated. Wide Royal 8vo, 
from xos. 6d. net to 25$. net 
(I'hk Axt of ths Grkxks ; Thb Art or t^b Romans ; Ckafdin ; 
Donatkllo ; Plorbntinb Scut-rroRS or thb Rbnaissahce ; 
Gborob Romnbv ; Ghirialnoaio ; Michblancklo: Raphabi.: Rem> 
branot’s Etchinos; Rubbns^ Ttntorbttoj Titiam! Turner’s 
Skbtchss And Drawings; Vkjlazqu^ * 

The ^Comploto” Sorles 

niustrated. Demy 8vo, frpm 5s. net to iSs. net . , 

Thb Comflbtb Assoctatiom Footballer ; Thb Complktb Billiaro 
Player ; The Complete Cook ; Thb Complbtb Cricketer ; Thk 
Complete Foxhunter ; The Comflbtb Golfer ; Thb ^mplbtk 
Hockbv-Playbr ; Thb Comflbtb Lawn Tennis Player ;* Thk 
Comflbtb Motorist; Thb Comflbtb Mountainbbr; Thb Co'm- 
plbtb Oarsman ; Thk Compl^Vb Photographer ; Thb Comflbtb 
Rugby Footballs^ on thb Nbw ZbalaIvd Systbm ; Thk 
Comflbtb Shot ; Thb Complutb Swimmbr ; Thb Comflbtb 
Yachtsman. 


* The Conaoiateiip’a Library ^ 

Illustrated. Wide Royal 8*?o, 253. net 

English Furniture ; English Coloured Books ; Etchings ; 
Europban Enamels; Fin#^ Books l Glass ; Goldsmiths’ and 

SlLVBRSMlTHS* WORK ; ILLUMINATED MANUSCRIPTS ; IVOR):>SS *. 

Jewellery ; Mezzotints ; Miniatures ; Porcblain ; Sbiwls ; Wood 


SCULPTURB. 


The <*Hom6 Life” Series 


Illustrated. Demy 8vo, 6$. to los. 6d. net 

Homb Lifb iil Amrrica; Homb Lifb in Frakcb; «omb Lifb in 
Gbrmanv; Home Lifb in Holland; Homb Life in Italy; 
Homb Lifb ur Norway ; Homb Lifb m Russia ; Home Lifb in 
Spain. 

The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes 
Small Pott cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net 
Tits CoNFBSsioNs OF. St. Augustins I Thb Imitation ^ 

The Christian Ybar ; LyiIa Innocbntium ; The 
Book or Dbvotions r A Sbrxous Cai.l to a Dbvout ^no IgoLv 
Lifb; A Guide to Btbrnitv; The Innbr Way; On tnb lovb 
OF God ; Thb Psalms of David ; Lyra Afostojltca ; Thb Song 
OF Songs; The Thoughts of Pascal; A Manual of Consola* 

FROM THB SaINTS AND FaTHBRS; DbvMIONS FROM THB 
ApOcbvfha; "I^hb Sfiritval Combat; X!*» Dbvotions of St. 
Ansklm; Bishop Wien's Sacra PRiYArJS; Grace Abounding 
TO THB Ohibf or SiNNBBS ; Lyra SaCr a : A Book of Sacred Verse ; 
A Day Book from the Saints and Fathers i A LtTTLB |k>oE 
-OR Heavenly Wisdom; Lioiit, biRiL and I^ye; An Intro. 
loDCTtoH TO Dryout Ltrs ; The Little Flowers of the 
OLORioim MeeIer $t. France aiA> of 411s Friars ; Death aNd 
IMMORTAS.XTV I the Spiritual Guide Dbyotioks foe RveEv 
tf>Av OF the Week tsie Onvat Festivals f Preces FeivatEe) 

lioEAh Mvsttcae. 



MKi|SRS. METHUEN’S PUBLICATIOlim 


* Little Books on Art 

illustrated. Defhy Idmo, as. 6d. net * 

Mach volui|ie consists of about aoo. end contains from 

30 to 40 lllu^rationa, including a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 

Albkrcht DUsrr ; Thie. Arts or Japak ; Booicplatbs ; BoTTrcBt.t.i j 
BurhB’JoIMes ; Cei LiMi ; Christian Symbolism ; Christ in ART ; 
Claodb ; 03NSTABLB ; Corot ; HSnamelb ; Frbdbric Lbightok ; 
OsoRGB Romnby ; Greek Art; Grbuzb and Bouchbr ; Holbbin ; 
Illuminatbd Manuscripts; jbvpbllbrv; John Hoppnbr; Sir 
Joshua I^ynolds; Millbt; Miniaturrs ; Our Lady in Art; 
Raphabl : Rbmbrandt ; Rodin ; Xurnbr ; Vandyck; Vblazqubz ; 
Watts. 

The Little Guides 


Illustrated by £. H. Nsw and other Artists, 
and fi^m Photographs 

§mall Pott 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. net ; leather, 3s. 6d. net 

Cambridge AND rrs Colleges; The Channel Islands; The English 
Lakes ; The ^^b Of Wight ; Condon ; The Malvern Country ; 
North Wales* * Oxford and its Colleges ; Shakespeare's 
Country: St. Paul's CATMJbRAL; Westminster Abbey. 
Berkshire; Buckinghamshire : Cheshire ; Cornwall; Derbvshirb; 
Devon: Dorset; Essex; Hampshire; Hertfordshire; Kent; 
Kerry? Leicester and Rutland; Middlesex; Monmouthshire; 
Norfolk ; Northamptonshire ; Northumberland ; Notting- 
hamshire; Oxfordshire; Shropshire; Somerset; Stafford- 
shire; Suffolk: Surrey; Sussex; Wiltshire; The East 
Riding sf Yorkshire; The North Riding of Yorkshire; The 
|West Riding of York^irb(3s. 6^ net and 4s. 6d. netX 
Brittany } Norbsandv ; Rome ; Sicilvv * 


The Westmlnstei* Commenterlee 

Edited by Waltbr Lock 
. Demy Svo, 6s. to los. 6d. 

Acts of the Apostles ; I. Corinthians ; Exodbs ; ESbxixl ; 
Genesis; Hebrews; Isaiah; Job; St. James. 

Flue Books by R. 8, Surtees 

With the original Illustrations in Colour by J. Leech and others 
Fcap. Svo, 3s. 6d. ne^vif^h 

Ask 3 i*^..iX; Handley Cross; Jorrocks's Jaunts and Jollities; 
msT ^ionob’s Sporting Toys ; Mr. Fa,cbv Romford’s Hounds. 


Three Plays 

Fcap. 8vb, as. net 

ThB HonEVUOON; Kx^AET; MtLESTONE& 

The *YounjJ*» Serl^ 

^ lUumfated* Crown Svo, 3 s. 6d. net to 6s. 

Xjie Ybtwo Botanist 1 Twb Youno CARpENTfttR ; The Voukq 

Young Naturalist , 










